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AN EFFECT MISSED. 


He: 1 SHOT HIM IN THE ROCKIES. 

She: WHAT FIERCE EYES HE HAD! 

He; OH, THEY ARE ONLY GLASS. 

She: 1 SEE. YOU HAD THE ADVANTAGE OF HIM, 
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Solid Silver 


(Exclusively.) 


MARK 





STE IR MAN G 


Watrrinc Mere C 


Silversmiths, 





Broadway & 18th St., 


NEW YORK. 





EVERY ARTICLE BEARING OUR TRADE-MARK, 
THEREFORE PURCHASERS 
SECURE ENTIRE FREEDOM 
FROM FALSE IMPRESSIONS, 





WE MAKE So.ip SILVER ONLY, 
OF STERLING QUALITY yop FINE , 





HILTON, HUGHES & CO. 


Successors te A. T. STEWART & CO, 


- SILKS - 


— FROM THE 


GREAT TRADE SALE! 


Immense lines of the freshest, newest Spring Silks, 
bought at the lowest prices known for years, are now 
offered to the Retail Buyer at a very slight advance in 


Black Silks |NoveltySilks 
Every New Idea. 1.59 and 1.75 Grades. 


1.59 Grades. 
SS) 5s: SS) _ 


THE ENTIRE BLOCK, 
Broadway, 4th Ave. 9th and 40th Sts, 








‘*As an inventor of plots and a teller of entrancing tales, Mr. Crawfurd has to-c 


few equals.”—‘' Droch” in Life. 


MR. F. MARION CRAWFORD’S NEW NOVEL 


SECOND EDITION NOW READY, 


THE RALSTONS. 


By F. Marion CraAwrorp, author of “Katharine Lauderdale, 
“ Saracinesca,” “Don Orsino,” etc. 2 


Buckram, $2.00. 


‘* Vastly interesting and readable. Of greater 
interest than ‘ Katharine Lauderdale,’ so that 
we recall it with a new admiration. . . The 
incidents have the dramatic quality—they im- 
press the reader as actual occurrences, and he 
feels that he is actually in the scene. What 
warmer praise than that could any novelist 
have?”’—N. Y. Times. 

* The adventures of ‘ Katharine Lauderdale’ 
afe continued in a way that is entrancingly en- 
tertaining. There is humor, pathos, grief 
and passion in these two volumes, which the 
author has endowed with a living interest.’’— 
Boston Journal, 


Uniform with the above. 
1gth Edztion. 


KATHARINE LAUDERDALE 


By F. MARION CRAWFORD, author of 
“Marion Darche,” “ A Roman Sing- 
er,” etc. Illustrated. 2. volumes, 

Buckram, $2.00. 


small 12mo. 

‘* A most admirable novel, excellent in style, 
flashing with humor, and full of the ripest and 
wisest reflections upon men and women.’’— 
Westminster Gazette. 

“It is the first time, we think, in American 
fiction that any such breadth of view has shown 
itself in the study of our social framework,"’— 
Life. 





at 


COPYRIGHT FOR GREAT BRITAIN BY JAMES HENDERSON ’ 
NDER THE ACT OF 1891. 


THIRD EDITION IN PRESS. 


volumes. Small 12mo 


‘*Mr. Crawford’s new story, ‘ The Ralstons 
is as powerful a work as any that hascome frog 
his pen. Harmonized by a strength an 
warmth of imagination uncommon in moder 
fiction, the story will be heartily enjoyed } 
everyone whoreadsit.’’—Edinburgh Scotsman 


‘The book is admirably written ; it contain 
passages fullof distinction; it is instinct wit 
intensity of purpose ; the characters are draw 
with a living touch.”"—London Daily News. 


‘*As a story, pure and simple, *‘ The Ralston 
fascinates and enchains. charming an 
absorbing story.’”"— Boston Traveller. 


Tenth Edition. 
Mrs. Humphry Ward’s Latest Now! 


MARCELLA. 


By Mrs. HUMPHRY WARD, author 0 
“The History of David Grieve. 
“Robert Elsmere,” etc., etc. With 
new portrait. In 2 volumes, smal 
12mo. Bound in polished Buckram 
in box, $2.00. 

‘** Marcella is a novel not to be lightly passe 
over; it seems to us the greatest that Mry 
Ward has written, viewed as a romance t 
be read for the interest and pleasure it affords 
and easily the greatest written by a womay 
since the pen fell from George Eliot's hand. 
Lhe Independent. 
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A FEBRUARY DREAM. 








¢ Now A CHEERFUL SIDE. A SLIGHT DIFFERENCE. 
| E: When I was out West, I saw a man hanged. INKS: Did I understand you to say that Swillem 
— SHE: Wasn't it a terrible sight ? rushed the growler at Old Soak’s funeral ? 
ead HE: I don’t know. He used to be a gripman on a WINKS: Not at all. I remarked that he helped carry 
With cable car. the bier. 
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S we write the Gascogne is more 
than eight days overdue, and 
there is strong ground for the belief 
that she will never come to port. There 
is horror enough in these marine disasters 
without the sufferings of waiting relatives 
and friends being increased by the 
ghoulish propensities of some of our 
daily newspapers. We do not know just 
how many dollars and cents of profit 
there are for a newspaper publisher 
in the issuing of a so-called “ Extra.” 
The amount can not be large. On 
Sunday, the roth, the quiet of the 
afternoon, all over New York, was 
broken by hoarse yells of “ Extra! Extra! All about the 
Gascogne!”’ To the waiting ones who for a week had been 
suffering the horrors of suspense, the cry came as a mes- 
senger of hope. The paltry profit of the newspaper 
publisher seems infinitesimal when com- 
DD pared with the agony of disappointment 
b OTs which met those who purchased 
the “‘ Extra” only to learn that all 
the news about the Gascogne 
it contained was that there was no 
; news whatever. 

This “ Extra” fraud is a favor- 
ite one with some New York 
newspapers, and when it concerns 
only a prize-fight or a popular 
election, it affects only those who 
are foolish enough not to learn by 
experience. When it invades the 
sacred precincts of grief and be- 
reavement it becomes a disgrace 


and should be made a crime. 
* * 


HIS calls to mind an effort that is 

making by the newspapers of the 
State of New York to have the libel laws 
changed so that it shall be very much easier 
than it is for them to escape the consequences of libelling 
people. 










As the law stands the redress for a blasted reputation or 
any of the other evils that disreputable newspapers so 
frequently and recklessly work is none tooeasy. The present 
law may bear too hard on the few journals conducted up- 
rightly and carefully, but this seems one of those cases 
where the good must suffer with the bad. Besides, if a 
publisher knows his business, exercises due diligence and 
inspires his employees with his own honesty of purpose, he 
would not very often be made to suffer under the law as it 
stands. The others deserve all they can be made to suffer 


and more too. 
* a * 


A JHO shall succeed the 
late Mr. McAllister ? 
Or is there really no successor 
needed? New York Society 
has improved considerably 
since the days of Sexton Brown 
and it is quite possible that 
with the added culture con- 
veyed by Mr. McAllister it 
is now able to toddle alone. 
Most of its members now know too 
much to eat with their knives, and 
fewer of them than formerly drink 
out of the finger-bowls. It might be 
well for it to make the experiment 
of going it alone, leaving the duties of its former guides 
and mentors to various stationers and caterers who are 
presumably competent. These, with a few policemen in 
plain clothes to keep out those of us who from choice or 
necessity are outside the fence, would doubtless enable the 
experiment to be made successfully. In case LIFE notes 
any pronounced decadence from the present high standard it 
will suggest a new leader who will have all the convenances 
at his fingers’ tips. 









* 
* 
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IFE hopes that Mayor Schieren 

has the power to punish 
those police justices in Brooklyn 
who sided with the rioters, and 
that he will use it to the full extent. 
Recent developments show that 
most of the rioting during the 
Brooklyn strike was done not by 
‘the strikers themselves but by 
“sympathizers.” This latter class 
mM’ includes every hoodlum, idler, tramp, 

lie iq criminal and mischievous boy who 
Fai) Wel)| finds profit or pleasure in disorder. 
N They were arrested in large numbers 
a only to be discharged without punish- 
ment by police justices who care more 
for their political solidity than for their 
official oaths or the security of the 
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HE ENVIED THEM. 


*¢ CCIENTISTS say that there are microbes in kisses,” 
said Miss Kittish to Mr. Hunker. 
“Happy microbes!” exclaimed the young man, ‘ecstati- 


cally. 





CURIOUS sociological fact—That the Old Girl fre- 
quently develops into the New Woman. 
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AN ILL WIND BLOWS A COPY OF A WOMAN’S PAPER INTO THE WILDS OF AFRICA AND 
MRS. GORILLA DISCOVERS THAT SHE HAS RIGHTS. 








THE IRON INSTRUMENT. 


D? not condemn this man; he is happy, but 
his brow is yielding to the iron instru- 
ment whose record is not easily effaced. 

A young girl knelt beside a man who loved 
his own conception of the beautiful. She knelt 
and reached out both her handstohim. He 
lifted them sadly to his lips. 

‘*Oh, you dear little thing,” he murmured, 
‘if you were not so nearly beautiful.” Her 
forehead was not broad enough, he thought, 
for perfect beauty. 

‘*T shall be beautiful,” she said, and took up 
an iron instrument that could be made to 
broaden foreheads or to narrow them. When 
she first put it on she almost fainted with the 
pain of it, but she told herself, ‘‘ We must suf- 
fer to be beautiful for those we love.” And 
yet her love denied all suffering. 

Because the instrument was his, she loved to 
wear it. She was happy through the blinding 
days while hairsbreadth after hairsbreadth her 
strong, firmly knit young brow yielded and was 


moulded into his belief of perfect form. 
And ever she repeated to herself, ‘‘ We must 
suffer to be beautiful for those we love.” And 
ever love denied the suffering. 

‘*You are beautiful,” he said at last. ‘‘I am 
very proud of you,—and yet I wish—I wish 
you did not look as if you had led an unhappy 
life. I know that you are happy. I have done 
everything to make you beautiful and perfect, 
and I know that I have made you happy, and 
yet you have the look of a woman who has 
conquered suffering, and people notice it.” 

‘*People shall not notice it,” she said, and 
she kissed him in pure self renunciation. ‘I 
am happy,” and she tried to change the look, 
but it had been traced there by the iron 
instrument whose record is not easily effaced. 

One day the look was gone. She reached 
her hands to him, and he lifted them sadly to 
his lips. She wasabsolutely beautiful, but she 
was dead. 

Afterward he loved a selfish woman, and 


became unselfish. Marguerite Tracy. 
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SOMETHING TO RETRACT. 


IFE was recently pained to observe 
on the colored page of a con- 
temporary that the U. S. Senate was 
represented as an unmanageable horse. 
Now this is an unwarranted reflection 
on the intelligence of an animal who 
cannot defend himself. LIFE happens 
to have some knowledge of the horse, 
and in all his experience he has never 
known an animal so ignorant, short- 
sighted and perverse as to justify such 
a comparison. 





NOT QUITE FULL. 
ARKER: I would join the church 
if it wasn’t full of hypocrites. 


TUCKER: Oh, you are mistaken 
about that. There’s always room for 
one more. 











STRUCK BY HIS OWN BEAUTY. 
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THE CONUNDRUM DRAMA. 
HE latest exhibition of the “new movement” in litera- 
ture, which never tires of announcing itself as the dawn 
of a better day, is William Sharp’s volume of dramatic inter- 
ludes which he calls “ Vistas’’ (Stone & Kimball). It is 
beautifully printed, attractively bound, and is provided with 
all the enticing machinery of a well-made book. There 
never was a volume that meant to be quite so solemn as this 
one. But any reader who can get through the dedication 
without deep laughter deserves to be enrolled immediately 
among the decadents. In six pages of italic type, Mr. Sharp 
announces that these “ Vistas’ (about which he attempts to 
be very modest) are hints and suggestions of “that already 
near and profoundly important development of literary ex- 
pression which so many of us foresee with eager interest.” 
He does not like to be too specific about his own work, but 
ventures the assertion that these “ Vistas” are psychic epi- 
sodes—‘“ one or two are directly autopsychical, others are 
renderings of dramatically conceived impressions of spiritual 
emotion.” 

All of these, he ventures to hope, lie on the great “ border- 
land for the Imagination between the realms of Prose and 
Poetry.” 

In order that future generations may have no doubt about 
his originality in these epoch-making ‘interludes,’ he 
specifies very particularly the dates and places, when and 
where they were written—thus cutting out from under the feet 
of Maeterlinck himself any claim to priority in the invention. 

* * * 

















LL this preliminary clearing of the decks leads up to 

eleven little dialogues that with the aid of wide spac- 

ing, elaborate stage directions, and big type fill ten or twelve 

pages each. Robbed of these accessories the dialogue reads 
like this: 


The shadows deepen. Who art thou ? 


On! On! Thou. 

I see nought. I see no one. It is Death. 

Dost thou not hear ? At last! at last! 
What ? Thou knowest. 
Which way came we ? Oh, God! Oh, God ! 


I know not. Thou knowest. 
Whither go we ? Death! Death! 
I know not. 

We have omitted some of the intervening dialogue, but it 
does not add materially to the meaning. Stripped of all 
persiflage, here we have the first piping notes of the “ great 
creative period ”’ which the author foresees! 

An ordinary reader, who does not pretend to be one of the 
elect, might imagine that he had struck an Ollendorf by mis- 
take, ora conundrum book for amateur minstrels of religious 
tendencies. 

The recipe for making this whole class of dramas! from 
Ibsen to Oscar Wilde, is very simple: the actors in turn step 
to the middle of the stage and ask conundrums about life, 


death, love, and sin, which the rest of the company endeavor 
to answer. These questions are supposed to go right to the 
root of existing society, and to throw mud on the entire 
scheme of creation. 

Mr. Sharp’s conundrums particularly attempt to cover the 
whole range of existence from “ The Birth of a Soul” to 
“Finis,” which means the bad half-hour reserved for men 
and women immediately after death. He rather suspects 
and hopes that some people may think them a little wicked— 
for what is wicked can’t be entirely stupid. 

Wetake pleasure in assuring Mr. Sharp that these ‘‘ Vistas’ 
haven’t the good luck to be the least bit wicked. Droch. 


, 


NEW PUBLICATIONS. 
Y STUDY FIRE. Second Series. By Hamilton Wright Mabie. New 
York: Dodd, Mead and Company. 
Judah. An Original Play. By Henry Arthur Jones. New York and 
London: Macmillan and Company. : 
Astor. By Paul Randall. Chicago: Donohue, Henneberry and 
Company. 
The Captain's Boat. By William O. Stoddard. New York and St. 
Paul: The Merriam Company. 
The Lost Army. By Thomas S. Knox. New York: The Merriam 
Company. 
The Land of the Changing Sun. New York: The Merriam Company. 
The Social Official-Etiquette of the United States. By Madeleine 
Vinton Dahigreen. Baltimore: John Murphy and Company. 
In the Dozy Hours and Other Papers. By Agnes Repplier. Boston 
and New York: Houghton, Mifflin and Company. 
A Child of the Age. By Francis Adams. Boston: Roberts Brothers. 
London: John Lane. 
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‘*T SAY, MISTER, HAVE YER GOT A PENNY WALENTIME WHAT 
RHYMES TER MAGGIE ?” 

















SHALL WE RESIST 
TEMPTATION? 


HE presumption of 
these homeopaths 
is appalling. It appears 
now that of an equal num- 
ber of patients treated for 
grippe they lose eight 
where the “ regular phy- 
sician ” loses thirteen. 

This puts us in a quan- 
dary. 

Shall we stick to the 
gory old banner, with 
eight time-honored 
chances of coming out 
alive, or shall we call in 
the irrepressible homeo- 
path and profit by the 
whole thirteen? In other 
words, is it42 better to bea 
dead allopath than a live 
homeopath? What adds 
to the embarrassment of 
the faithful is that grippe 
often leads to pneumonia, 
and in pneumonia, ac- 
cording to recent statis- 
tics, the homeopath only 
loses ten patients where 
the other M.D. loses six- 
teen patients and nine- 
tenths of another patient. 

Of course, death is pref- 
erable to dishonor; but 
when the candle of life is 
burning so low that it isa 
toss up as to recovery, the 
most conservative and 
high-minded citizen might 
be pardoned for wishing to 
profit by the extra seven- 
tenths of another chance. 


RING DOWN THE 
CURTAIN. 


ONSIDERING the 

money it costs and 

the actors employed, the 

biggest burlesque ever or- 

ganized in this country is 

the office of the govern- 
ment architect. 


Of course, we have all known in a general way that build- 
ings erected by the U. S. Government are not only mortifying 
caricatures on architecture, but that their cost is always 


beyond the dreams of common sense. 


Mr. Carrére, who was recently offered the position of 


ganized state that it would take the best part of any man’s 








THE SPIRIT OF CARNIVAL. 


supervising architect, declined it, as under existing conditions 
no one man could bring order out of the present chaos. He 
remarks incidentally : 

“The present condition of this work is in such a disor- 
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time to reorganize the work itself, irrespective of the 


department. The accumulated waste of money is 


beyond belief.” 


It is also interesting to learn that the number of 
buildings now in course of construction is II5, 
many of them to cost from five hundred thousand 


to two million dollars. 


And let the taxpayer amuse himself by trying 
to grasp the position of an architect whose 
numberless employés hold their positions by an a 


influence beyond his own control. 


In other words, if the architect does not like his 


draughtsman’s work he can “ lump it.” 
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‘‘GREAT HEAVEN, BEETRICE, HOW LIKE YOUR POOR MOTHER YOU ARE!” 











Ill. 
OUR LITERARY CIRCLES, 

DOUBT if there is any community in the 

world in which literature and art are as 
fully appreciated as they are in Our Village, 
and the wonder of it all is that it is only within 
a few years that we have learned to care for 
books, pictures, music and the drama with the 
taste and enthusiasm for which we are now 
distinguished. A dozen years ago there were 
no writers or painters in Our Village, or if 
there were we did not know them—but now 
quite a number of them are popular and 
influential members of our little community. 

There is even said to be a book in existence 
—a book which not one of us has the courage 
to read—which was actually written by Mr. 
Jackdorf, the crown prince of the dynasty 
which has raised unto itself on our principal 
thoroughfare a stately monument in red plush, 
nickel plate and paper candle shades, and one 
which contrasts bravely with a piece of archi- 
tectural impertinence called the Cathedral, 
which was erected by some people known as 
The Masses. 

If you wish to realize the superiority of the 
Jackdorfs over the Howard family, whom the 
English are for ever cracking up, read Charles 
Lamb's account of the chimney sweep who 
was found asleep in one of the bedrooms in 
Arundel Castle, and was actually allowed to 
gounhung. If Mr. Jackdorf or Mr. Tittlebat 
Titmouse had been Duke of Norfolk at that 
time such a thing would not have happened, I 
can assure you. 

Among the other noted literary people in 
Our Village are Mr. Percy Bluebird, the editor 
of the Dazsy Chain ; Willy Tealeaves, who 
writes such beautiful descriptions of our clothes 
and the things that we eat and drink; and 


little Robbie Piecrust, who is the principal 
contributor to the Dazsy Chain, and therefore 
a person of no small importance in our little 
settlement. 

Mr. Bluebird is an author as well as an 
editor, and there is nothing published in the 
Daisy Chain that we like nearly as much as we 
do Mr. Bluebird’s poems, which are published 
there from time to time and never anywhere 
else. Indeed, I have been told that Mr. Blue- 
bird, by virtue of some special arrangement 
with himself, has the exclusive privilege of 
publishing them in his own beautiful weekly 
paper. Mr. Bluebird has a style that is pecu- 
liarly his own, and can be readily recognized 
by any one who has the slightest acquaintance 
with him or his work. None of his poems 
rhyme; most of them begin with ‘‘ As one 
who,” and—so strong is their author’s indi- 
viduality—there is not a single one of them 
that could be mistaken for an oyster knife or an 
eel pie. 

Mrs. Grapevine Twist is not quite as popular 
a writer as Mr. Bluebird, which is very curious, 
for she has a good deal of money, entertains 
very handsomely, and isin many other respects 
admirably well qualified to set the literary pace 
for even the most refined and cultivated com- 
munity. But Mrs. Twist does not write for 
the Datsy Chazn, and although Mr. Bluebird is 
too kind-hearted to say so, it is pretty generally 
understood that her work is excluded because 
of a certain suggestion of wickedness in it 
which would make it distasteful to us.as well 
as to the other readers of that irreproachable 
journal, 

Thank Heaven no one can say anything 
against the morality of Our Village. So fond 
are we of all that is pure and good that we 
prefer the stories in the;Dazsy{Chain to those 


written by wicked* foreigners like Alphonse 
Daudet and Guy de Maupassant ; and will not 
go to see ‘‘Camille” unless it be played by a 
motherly woman who is known to be well past 
middle life, and has been accustomed to the 
society of ‘* very nice people.” 

‘“Nice people!” That’s the stuff from which 
all true art is brewed and put up in tins ex- 
pressly for Our Village consumption. 

As for Robbie Piecrust, he is deservedly 
popular, above as well as below stairs, for he 
appreciates and respects us in a way that is 
simply charming. And then he writes such 
charming novels, all of which teach the im- 
portance of keeping men-servants. Besides 
that he is so conscientious in his search for 
local color that once he disguised himself as a 
servant and spent a whole week in Jackdorf's 
servants’ hall making studies of the social life 
of Our Village. And would you believe it, 
although the only disguise he assumed was a 
striped vest, not one of the servants suspected 
that he was not one of them until they read 











‘* EVERYTHING AGAINST HIM.” 
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his story ‘‘ Powder and Shoulder 
Knots” six months later in the 
Daisy Chain. 

But we do not all of us know 
enough about literature to ap- 
preciate the writings of the gifted 
men and women whom I have 
mentioned. Indeed, I doubt if 
any beside the members of Mrs. 
Peapod’s Mental Improvement 
Class are really qualified to read 
books or discuss them. 

Mrs. Peapod was one of us 
until her husband engaged in 
some speculations that proved so 
disastrous that his money was 
all gone before he had time to 
recoup himself through the 
bankruptcy courts. Thereupon 
Mrs. Peapod started her Mutual 
Improvement Class, having first 
of all devoted nearly three 
months to the study of English 
and foreign literature. A great 
many of us joined, and really 
those meetings are perfectly de- 
lightful, for we take turns pour- 
ing tea, and have learned ever 
so much about lots of famous 
writers. Mrs, Peapod arranges 
them all in groups, and although 
we have only been with her one 
winter she has brought us down 
through Matthew Arnold, and 
Byron, and Carlyle, and Dante, 


THE WONDERS OF AMERICA. 
HATWORTH, THE RESIDENCE OF EX-PRESIDENT HARRISON, 





THE WONDERS OF AMERICA. 


PHILADELPHIA IN SUMMER, SHOWING THE SCHUYLKILL RIVER IN 
BACKGROUND, 








and Emerson, and Finkelstein— 
was that his name, I wonder ?— 
to Gilder and Goethe, and as 
she illustrates her talks with a 
magic lantern it’s an easy thing 
for us to understand all that 
she tells us. 

I often wonder how people 
ever learned anything about lit- 
erature before magic lanterns 
were invented. I’m sure they 
never learned as much as we do, 
because Professor Wisemore, 
who has been teaching literature 
in some college for the past 
twenty years, dropped in at the 
close of one of our meetings one 
day, and heard us talking about 
Ibsen and someone else, (I’ve 
forgotten who it was but I know 
he began with an ‘‘I” because 
we had just had him that day for 
the first time ) and do you know 
that the professor hadn’t a word 
to say, but just sat there with his 
mouth open listening to us talk ! 

James L. Ford. 


“ LOST my head com- 
pletely. And then I 
kissed her !” 
“TI don’t quite see how 
you managed it!” 
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THEATRE-HAT LEGISLATION. 

UST now there seems to be an epidemic among the law- 
J makers of the various States to deal by law with the 
problem of the theatre-hat. The offence of wearing to a 
place of amusement any head-gear which obstructs the view 
of any other spectator is to be made a crime punishable by 
various tortures, varying all the way from immersion in 
boiling oil to subcutaneous injections of good taste and 
common sense. In some of the proposed legislation the 
theatre manager is made a farticeps criminzs, with penalties 
varying all the way from two dollars to six dollars and a 
quarter. 

Dear hayseed legislators, do you not think that in your pro- 
posed remedy for a crying evil you have failed to show a due 
sense of proportion? If a woman makes herself a public 
nuisance, if she has no kindliness of heart or regard for the 
pleasure of others, it is not entirely her fault. She may never 
have had the advantages of decent breeding. She has probably 
ascended from the slums and has no other place to show her 
finery except at the theatre or on the street. She doesn’t 
know as she sits in the complacent enjoyment of the queer 
head-gear she wears that people with better taste are perhaps 
pitying her for her lack of early advantages. If she happens 
to be a Jewess, she probably thinks that any reflections on 
her vulgarity are simply evidences of race prejudice. It 
seems hardly just to punish severely these poor creatures 
who sin from ignorance and lack of breeding. 

The real offender is the theatre manager. He can with 
perfect ease and entirely within his rights refuse admission 
to his seats to any person who is not decently clad. He can 
also cause to be ejected from his premises any person who 
disturbs the performance or who interferes with the enjoy- 
ment of it by the other spectators. The suppression of the 
theatre-hat has always rested in the hands of the managers. 
But they are out for the dollar, and they know they have 
their male patron at a disadvantage. If they once secure 
his dollar-and-a-half, what do they care whether he sees the 
show or not? If they eject a woman because she persists in 
obscuring his view, they know they have secured a talkative 
enemy who will never surrender. 

What you should do, dear legislators, is to remove the 
boiling oil from the vulgar or ignorant she-person who wears 
the hat, and apply it to the theatre manager who ejects 
forcibly the man who objects to the hat in loud and angry 
tones. The man has a far better right to disturb the per- 
formance by his objections than the she-person has to 
obstruct the view of the man who has paid for his seat. 


Therefore, oh, wise law-makers, establish that if any theatre ° 





Anxious Father: A BOY ? 





The Newcomer; SOLD AGAIN! I’M A GIRL! 








manager shall not at once eject from the seats of his house 
any she-person or he-person who knows so little as to wear 
her or his hat after becoming seated, the aforesaid manager 
shall have an entire bath-tub full of boiling oil to himself, 
and shall likewise refund to every spectator ten times the 
price of his or her ticket upon legal proof that a hatted or 
bonneted person has been permitted to occupy a seat. 

Once establish this law and The American Society for the 
Suppression of Theatre Hats will see that it is properly 
enforced, besides enriching its treasury by the collection of 
penalties. 

* * * 

E sincerely hope that Mr. Beerbohm Tree won’t go 

back to England and write a book about America. 

We are very sensitive in the matter of British criticism, and 
Mr. Tree’s experiences would really seem to give a firm 
foundation for severe strictures on this country. The first 
thing we do to him on his arrival is to set his hotel on fire 
and subject the dignified actor to the ordeal of a public 
appearance in demz-tozlette. Then he takes a little jump 
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over to Washington with his company to appear at a benefit 
and we spring a blizzard on him so he can’t get back to New 
York in time for his own performance. We beg to extend 
to Mr. Tree our expressions of sincere regret and to assure 
him that all this is really no fault of America; also to beg 
that he will forgive those little occurrences which really were 
unintentional and had no personal application. If Mr. Tree 
would provide himself with the left hind-foot of a rabbit 
secured in a graveyard at midnight during the full of the 
moon, he would very likely escape further annoyance. All 
Americans carry them, and it is too bad that some of his 
British friends had not informed Mr. Tree of the fact before 
he came to this country. 


NE remarkable consequence of the ‘Sans Géne”’ 
craze is the number of actors who are beginning to 
look like Napoleon. We do not know whether this comes 
from unconscious sympathy or a due regard to prospective 
engagements with Napoleonic barn-storming companies, but 
it is a fact that one cannot throw a stone on the Rialto 
without striking an actor who is either posing, wearing his 
baldness, or tackling a free-lunch in the true Napoleonic 
manner. The free-lunch imitation is, of course, after the 
manner of Napoleon’s early days, but is perhaps more suc- 
cessful than the others. It is too bad that Napoleon cannot 
come back and see himself as actors imitate him. 
Metcalfe. 








‘A LIVELY VISIT IN PHILADELPHIA! THEN THEY ARE NOT AS SLOW AS WE HEAR THEY ARE?” : 
‘‘OH, YES THEY ARE! WHY, JUST THE OTHER DAY A WOMAN OVER THERE DIDN’T DIE TILL SHE WAS 121 YEARS OLD.” 
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aor Gotnix yearned for fair Miss Rich, 
A large, incessant yearn ; 

And yet he feared unspeakably 
To ask her parents stern. 





But, lo! when he approached her sire, 
And stood distraught with doubt, 

The old man rose to meet the youth, 
And straightway helped him out. 


THE worthy beadle in a rural district in Perthshire had become too feeble to perform 
his duties as minister’s man and grave-digger, and had togetan assistant. The two did 
not agree well, but after a few months had elapsed Sandy (the beadle) died, and Tammas 
(his erstwhile assistant) had to perform the last service for his late partner. The minister, 
a bit of a wag, strolled up to Tammas while he was giving the finishing touches to the 
grave and casually remarked: ‘‘ Have you put Sandy weel down, Tammas?” ‘‘I hev 
that, sir,” said Tammas, very decidedly. ‘*Sandy may get up, but he’ll be among the 
hindmost.”—Halifax Chronicle. ° 


‘* Unc’ Topsy,” a man for whom Bartlett’s creek has more attractions than the hot 


AN old man, with the appearance of a farmer, stood in the doorway of aC 
Street business house, holding an ancient valise and gazing upon the surging thr 
The proprietor of the place approached him, laid a hand on his arm, and said, pleasan 

‘* My dear sir, loitering in this doorway is——” 

‘* You needn’t dear sir me,” interrupted the farmer. ‘I know that I look |i 
hayseed, and that my whiskers grow the wrong way, and that my coat is covered with 1 
stains, but no oily-tongued stranger can work me, by gosh. I do live in the country, 

I’m not ashamed of it, but I read the papers, and I’m up to all the dodges you fell 
have. Soif you are trying to work off a gold brick or want me to cash a draft 
$5,000, you are wasting your time.” 

‘*T am not that sort of a man; I am the proprietor——’ 

‘Of a gambling-house along here somewhere ? Well, you can’t pilot me to 
When I left home my wife told me that I would be euchered before I got back, becz 
my teeth are filled with sand-burrs and my clothes show where the calves have rub 
against me, and anybody would size me up for an old jay on a lay-off, but I read 
papers, and no green-goods man can work me fora cent. I know your racket, yo 
man; you'll pump me for information about my home and my neighbors and find 
that I am Giles Overborck, of Coles County ; and then you’ll leave me ; and when Ih 
walked a block along’ll come your partner with smiles an inch thick on him, andh 
grab my hand and say, ‘ Hello, Mr. Overborck, how’s things at Charleston?’ Andt 
I'll grab him and pry up the street-car tracks with him. Oh, I tell you, I read the pang 
if the English sparrows do build their nests in my hair, and no oily-tongued stranger 
get the edge on me.” 

Then the proprietor grabbed the farmer and jammed him into the corner of the do 
way, and cried : 

‘‘I’m the proprietor of this place, and I do not allow loafing in the doorway. § 4 
you hear that, you old lung tester? Now git!” ir IS 

The farmer gathered up his valise and got.—Chicago Tribune. | 
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and grassy cotton field, not long ago tooka ‘‘day off” in pursuit of his favorite amuse- Made 
ment. He bated his hook and long and patiently sat upon the bank of the stream, vainly A story of Scotch honesty comes from Dundee. A small boy had taken thep 
waiting for abite. At last, under the combined influence of the warmth of the day and _for an exceptionally well-drawn map. After the examination the teacher, a little doubti 
the sluggish movement of the stream, Unc’ Toby fell asleep. Eternal vigilance is the asked the lad : ia 
price of trout, and while our weary angler slept an enormous fish took the bait and pulled ‘* Who helped you with this map, James ?” 
him in the creek. Of course this awakened the old man, and he was overheard to inquire ‘* Nobody, sir.” . 
as he floundered about in the water: ‘‘ For de Lord’s sake, Toby, am dis niggah ‘* Come now, tell me the truth. Didn’t your brother help you ?” ting in 
a-fishin’, or am dis fish a-niggerin’ ?”— Vouth’s Companion. ‘* No, sir, he did it all."—M/z/waukee Wisconsin. d 
€ 
For sale by all Newsdealers in Great Britain. The Inter- EUROPEAN AGENTS—Messrs. Brentano, 37 Avenue de |’ 
national News Company, Bream’s Building, Chancery Lane, Paris; Saarbach’s News Exchange, 1 C ; her 
London, E. C., England, AGENTS. Germany, Agents for , Austria and Switzerland. 








Fine Fur Garments. 


Prior to the close of our 
Season’s Fur business, we 
have especially great in- 
ducements to present 
during this month. The 
following are some of the 
prices: 

Seal Skin Sacques: 
$400, reduced to $285. 
$300, “ * $200. 

$250, now $150 and $175 

Electric Seal Capes. 

$75, reduced to $45. 
$50, ™ ** $30. 
$35, ** $20. 

Small Furs for Neckwear; 

Muffs; and every other 

item in the stock, will be 

sold proportionately low. 

Thisis arare opportunity 

for bargains. 


ae 


James McCreery & Co.., 


Broadway and 11th S8t., 
New York. 





Babies 


and rapidly growing children 
derive more benefit from Scott’s 
Emulsion, than all the rest of the 
food they eat. 
powers are felt almost immedi- 
ately. Babies and children thrive 
on Scott's Emulsion when no 
other form of food is assimilated. 


Scott’s 
Emulsion 


stimulates the appetite, enriches 
the blood, overcomes wasting and 
gives strength to all who take it. 








For Coughs, Colds, Sore Throats, Bron- 


chitis, Weak Lungs, Emaciation, Con- 
sumption, Blood Diseases and all Forms 
of Wasting. Send for pamphlet. Free. 


Scott & Bowne, N. Y. All Drugalsts. 60c and $1. | ‘gui 





No “OLD CROW RYE” is genuine 


unless the word fe Y FE 


is printed on the label and case, and our firm 
name is on the case, cork, capsule and label. 
Many counterfeits are offered. 

Every barrel of rye whiskey made at this dis- 
tillery for the past 23 years has been sold and 
delivered to us. 

The ROBERT STEWART RYE is the best 
Eastern rye. 

Train’s ‘‘RESERVE STOCK” Glenlivet 
Scotch Whiskey, bottled in Glasgow ; very old 
and choice. 

All the popular brands of wines, liquors, malt 
liquors, &c.; very old and medium ages. 


a. B. KIRK & CO., 69 Fulton Street. 
Also Broadway and 27th Street. 


















Its nourishing |) 





MANUFACTURER 


11, Place de la Madeleine, 11 
PARIS 


Generai Agents for U.S. 
PARK ¢TILFORD 
917/919, Broadway 

NEW-YORK 


SOLD BY ALL 
DRUGGISTS 
PERFUMERS 
AND 
FANCY 








4 “Sy an mone 
Me WILL.CONVINCE THAT 
¥ GOLDEN SCEPTRE 
1S PERFECTION. 
‘, WE WILL SEND ON RECEIPT 
OF 10% A SAMPLETO 
ie ANY ADDRESS. PRICES 
ae OF GOLDEN SCEPTRE, 
1 1b $1.30, lb 40cts 
POSTAGE PAID. 
CataLoGuE Free, 


ty. SURBRUG,59FE% 


AVY City 























SUPERIOR to VASELINE and CUCUMBER! 












VASELINE CREME SIMON aarvettons 
“ affections cf the skin. 


a softening, whitening and perfuming ¥ 
a 
CUCUMBERS 

J. SIMON 36, rue de Provence PAEIS 









complexion. Most efficacious for lif 
PARK & TILFORD. New-York: Druggists, Perfumers, Fancy 
. . OY 














LEWIS G. TEWKSBURY 


Banker, 50 Broadway, New York, 







Buys and sells Bills of Exchange on all parts of the 
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look ik of 
—— Sxvect “ BEEF 
you fell! Used by all good cooks. Send address for Cook Book. 






a draft 


Armour & Co., Chicago. 
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ing in part of Back Ba: Common- 
jing P Soulovest, BOSTON wealth Ave. 
bs de Nuit, C. H. GREENLEAF & Co. 
ue de l'Op ° 
ol — T Id Smith bscribed 
; ‘““ THEY say 0 Smith never subscri 
Pantalons, for a newspaper ?” 
‘* Never.” 
Cache Corsets, ‘* Where is he now ?” 
‘*Blowin’ out the gas in some hotel.”— ; 
t ns, Atlanta Constitution. = age y ‘ 
> ° ° WatTtTs: So you don't believe that the i eS or a “ . 
Ly Peignoirs, good die young? 
. ‘ Potts: That used to worry me a good ~~ ei 
Nes ; Silk Waists, deal when I was a boy, but I know better DAN CER OUS 
_ now.—/ndtanapolis Journal. ub Mes \ b. ) 
" : ; 
which will be found ‘ "I ‘ 
& " Private European Parties. 
© exclusive novelties, (EIGHTH SEASON.) Ex 
) May 11, tour of 63 days; June 8, tour of 56 


days; June 20, tour of 64 days; June 2g, tour of 


87 days. Comprehensive and delightful routes. 
f est 3 d St For descriptive book and reference, address, 
| e MRS. M. D. FRAZAR & CO., —From the Pall Mall Budget. 


* O 70 and 71 Globe Building, Boston, Mass. is 
, 








HOME LIFE IN THE JUNGLE. 
A SKATING PARTY. 








MORNING, NOON AND NIGHT, 


iene iran For bracing the Nervous System 


very centre of the city, 


For Chicago, St. Louis and Cincinnati, There is no 
in a magnificently equipped train, Remedy ROMO= E LTZER 
the equal of 
Via the New York Central, ; 
The Great Four-track Trunk Line, 





Horticultural Architects and Builders 
Trains depart from and arrive at HITCHINGS i CO. And Largest Manufacturers of 
Grand Central Station, New York Established 50 Years. GREENHOUSE HEATING ano VENTILATING APPARATUS, 
ng ie Connecting the east and west, AS. 


by the New York Central Lines, 






Chicago is only 24 hours away ; 
Cincinnati 22; St. Louis 30. CP eee 2 

i <aei A TOOO Loew |) 

—S GLIA N\\.\ weg i 

SS ME elt v7 


Eleven through trains each day, 
Practically a train every hour, via 


“AMERICA’S GREATEST RAILROAD. ihe aii See" . 

Conservatories, Greenhouses, Palm Houses, Etc., Erected Complete with 
Our Patent Iron Frame Construction. Plans and Estimates of Cost and 

Illustrated Catalogues Sent on Application. 233 MERCER ST., N.Y. 
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—From Pall Mall Budget. 
AT THE RIDING SCHOOL. 
Riding Master: Now, THEN, NO. 4, WAKE THAT OLD THING UP; YOU AIN’T GOING TO A FUNERAL ! 
Pupil: WELL—YOU NEVER KNOW YOUR LUCK! 





























Fox Hunting in the United States. 


By CASPAR W. WHITNEY, with 17 ILLUSTRATIONS. 


CONCLUDING 


CHAPTERS OF The Princess Aline. 


By RICHARD HARDING DAVIS. ; 
ILLUSTRATED BY CHARLES DANA GIBSON. 
—= 
HARPER’S MAGAZINE arcu. | 


INSURGENT, by THomas Harpy; and FOUR SHORT STORIES are some 


other striking features. 





Ready February 21. Published by HARPER & BROTHERS, New York. 


THE TRIAL TRIP OF A CRUISER, by WittiamM FLoyp Sicarp; HEARTS | 
PERUSE eee 
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I-FRUTTI GUM 
ICYCLES. 


Pm HIGHEST OF ALL HIGH 


GRADES. 


Warranted superior to any Bicycle built in the world, regardless of 

rice. Do not be induced to pay more money for an inferior wheel 
chee on having the Waverley. Can be delivered from factory ¢ 
agent hasn't it. Catalogue ‘I’ Free by Mail. 


23 Ib. Ladies’, = = 75- Indianapolis, Ind., U. 8. A. 


— A BETTER COCKTAIL AT HOME THAN Is 
i SERVED OVER ANY BAR IN THE WORLD. 


HE CLUB= 
= COCKTAILS 


MANHATTAN, MARTINI, 
WHISKY, HOLLAND CIN, 
TOM CIN, VERMOUTH and YORK, 

We guarantee these Cocktails to be made 
of absolutely pure and well matured liquors, 
and the mixing equal to the best cocktails 
served over any bar in the world. Being 
compounded in accurate proportions, they 
will always be found of uniform quality. 

Try our YORK Cocktail—made without 
any sweetening—dry and delicious. A sam- 
ple 4ounce bottle sent to any address, pre- 

paid, for 40c. 

y Story of the origin of the American Cock- 
tail free on application. 

For Sale by all Druggists and Dealers. 


~ 6, F, HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Proprietors. 


road’ . New York. Hartford, Conn. 
o ee Piccadilly, W. London, England. 































Try 

to sell other 

- kinds of 

| Bias 
Velveteen 
Skirt 
Bindings. 
That’s why 

F they tel] 
you they are 


‘just the same as” 


**S. H. & M.’’ 


Samples and Booklet on ‘‘ How to Bind the Dress 
Skirt,” for 2c. stamp. Address 


The S. H. & M. Co., 131 Spring St., New York. 





‘¢S.H.& M.”’ Dress Stays are the Best. 





THERE IS A “ BEST" IN EVERY1THING~ 


Buy- cycles 
but do it carefully. There are many GooD 


wheels—there are some better than others. 
There is one best— 
; The 


» “Stearns. 


” 





Consult your interests by reading our cata- 
logue ; it tells many truths about bicycles. It's 
free. 

E. C. STEARNS & CO., Syracuse, N. Y. 


BIDWELL-TINKHAM CYCLE CO., 
06-310 West soth St., New York. 
Agents for New York and Brooklyn. 
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BRAND 


OLLARS 
UFFS 


ODESSA. At your Outfitters. 
Do your Collars Crack? 


IT’S A NEEDLESS ANNOYANCE. 
Write for our complete 


“Souvenir of Fashions,” 


FREE BY MAIL. 


CLUETT, COON & CO., Makers, 3°°*° 





aa ed tea 
STEPHEN F. WHI SON, 


+iuventors AnD SOLE MAN’FS. 
» D. L. DOWD’S HEALTH EXERCISER, 


PHILADELPHIA. 





For Gentlemen, Ladies, Youths ; athlete 
or invalid. Complete gymnasium ; takes 
+ 6 in. of floor room ; new, scientific, dur- 
able, cheap. Indorsed by 100,000 physi- 
cians, lawyers, clergymen, editors and 
others now using it. Illustrated cir ; 
e rap ae free. Address D. L. 
OWD, Scientific, Physical and Vocal 
Culture, 9 East x4th Street, New York. 
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CHICAGO boasts a new Mrs. Indeed, Mrs. Partington and Mrs. 


Partington. 
Malaprop of sacred memory must look to their laurels. They never were millionaire’s 


wives, or, I fear me, leaders of society. As for those famous allegories on the banks of 
the Nile, the Chicago dame has long ago made them blush for their quiet commonplace- 
ness. If you don’t believe it, listen to this. The husband of this new apostle of 
Malaproprianism had betaken unto himself a costume fora fancy ball. And his wife 
thus describes him to the people who drink her wine and eat her dinners : 

‘* Then he came in in the garbage of a monk, and all I could say was, ‘ Exit homo !’” 


A‘ MASSACHUSETTS Official who spent several years in Kentucky, tells the story of a 
judge somewhat given to bibulosity. After a night with the boys, the judge was con- 
siderably *‘ how-come-you-so,” and for a lark the mischief lovers reversed the wheels on 
his honor’s old cradle-shape wagon, putting the forewheels behind and the hind wheels in 
front, thus raising the fore part of the wagon to an unwonted eminence. When he 
reached home, near morning, his wife naturally wanted to know where he had been all 
night. He explained by saying in uncertain tones— 

‘* Maria, I’ve been to Louisville. I started in good season, but it was ten miles, and 
up hill all the way.”—Boston Transcript. 


A NEWSPAPER funny man has invented not an absolutely fresh, but a comparatively 
new joke upon a very old subject. 

Miss Timid was talking about her own nervousness, and her various night alarms. 

‘* Did you ever find a man under your bed, Mrs. Bluff ?” she asked. 

‘* Yes,” said that worthy woman. ‘‘ The night we thought there were burglars in 
the house I found my husband there.”— Youth's Companion. 


THE journey was long, and the old lady with the plaid shawl thought to beguile the 
time by a conversation with the tailor made girl who sat with her. 

‘* Live in the city ?’’ asked the old lady. 

‘Yes. Work there,” answered the girl and said nothing more. 

‘* Might I ask what you work at ?” 

‘* Figures.” 

This seemed discouraging, but the old lady plucked up her nerve and asked : 

‘* Figures ? Livin’ picters or bookkeepin’ ?”— Washington Star. 


A DETROIT man the other day received a sudden invitation from a Kentucky friend 
of his to come down and join a hunting party about to start out for the mountains. The 
Detroit man wanted to go, but he didn’t know what kind of game was to be the object, 
so he sent this telegram for instructions : 

‘* All right. What shall I bring ?” 

A few hours later he received this reply : 

‘* Corkscrews ; we have the rest.”"—Detrott Free Press. 






A PERIPATETIC exhibitor of the phonograph in Holland seems determined to oy 
distance all competitors as regards the excellence of his records. He was exhibiting 4 
machine in the streets of Utrecht and a number of customers were listening to selectiog 
of tunes. Suddenly the tune ceased and there was a pause. Then in a loud, clear toy 
was heard the one word, ‘‘ Halt!” delivered in a tone bespeaking authority. ‘‘ What 
that ?” asked one of the listeners. ‘‘ That,” was the reply, ‘‘is the voice of Napoleg 


ry 


Bonaparte giving an order at the battle of Waterloo! "—London Daily Neus. 





TREETOP: Now, jes’ look at thet sign, ‘‘ Don’t Blow Out the Gas.” 
HayRIcK: What does it mean ? 
TREETOP: They probably want us to call a boy todo it, so they can charge 


cents more on our bill.— ate Field’s Washington. 


‘*My friend,” said the candidate for Sheriff of Cheyenne, drawing a one-ey 
stranger close to his means of livelihood, ‘‘ do you want to make $5 easy to-night ?” 

** Yen.” 

** All right. When I say in my speech, ‘‘ Is there a man among you who will de 
this statement ?’ you jump to your feet in the rear of the hall and shout, ‘ Yes, sir, 
will. You area liar and I can prove it!’ and read from this clipping. Then I will 
you down and make you ridiculous, but you will get the V. nevertheless. Is it a go?” 

” 


‘*No 


‘* Why not?” 

‘*T tried the same thing in Butte City a year ago, and the candidate jumped on 
so hard that the audience kicked me out of the hall and rode me out of town on a rail, 
didn’t get the five, either. Try it on some one else—l’ve been there.”—Boston Herali| 


‘*THIS is a queer town, this Boston,” said an old country gentleman who arrivd 
from a remote rural district for a visit to a friend in Roxbury. *‘ I had to pay twent 
five cents down town fora little dish of white ice-cream ; and then I rode miles and mil 
on one of the new fangled cars for five cents. I gave the man fifty cents, and I shouldi 
have thought anything of it if I’d got back no change at all. It was worth fifty cen 
just to hitch up to go so far. Only five cents for all that ride, and twenty-five cents fj 
two spoonfuls of white cream! Queer town, this! ”—Boston Transcript. 


THE average Englishman is public-spirited, and for the public good denounces ai 
imposition upon himself, no matter how slight it may be. Near the summit of the Rig 
Mountain, in Switzerland, there is a hotel frequented by people who wish to see thes 
rise over the Alps. 

A ‘complaint book” is kept, in which travelers record real or fancied grievance 
Recently this book was found to contain the following entry : 

‘*T desire to call the attention of the management and the general public to the fag 
that I have been up here two mornings for the express purpose of seeing the sun rise fro 
this mountain ; and that on both occasions I have seen nothing whatever but clouds. 

‘*One failure to keep the understanding with me—an implied contract—I migi 
have passed over,. but two failures I regard as a distinct imposition. 

J. Rostnson, Liverpool. 


‘* THE other day I was walking beside a railway line with a man who was very ha 
of hearing. A train was approaching, and as it rounded the curve the whistle gave one 
those ear-destroying shrieks which seem to pierce high heaven. A smile broke overt 
deaf man’s face. ‘ That is the first robin,’ said he, ‘that I have heard this spring.’ ” 





AYMOND’S 
VACATION 
EXCURSIONS. 


ALL TRAVELING EXPENSES INCLUDED. 
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«| |$1.00 a Year. = Ten Cents a Copy. 
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Fryin® 
Good bearings and ‘‘fastest tires on earth" — 




















A WINTER IN CALIFORNIA. 


Special Trains of Magnificent Pullman Vesti- 
buled Sleeping and Dining Cars at Frequent 
Intervals ACROSS THE CONTINENT to Los 
Angeles, San Diego, San Francisco, etc. 

The tickets cover every expease of travel both ways, 


and give the holders entire freedom of movement on 
the Pacific Coast, and on the return journey if desired, 


CONTAINS 


Thirty-two pages of Humorous and Society IIlustra-|© = 
tions and Interesting Text. 


“'G. & J. PNEUMATIC TIRES" 
THAT'S THE SECRET, 
Catalogue free at any Rambler agency. 
GORMULLY & JEFFERY MBG. Co., CHICAGO, 
Boston. Washington. New York, Brooklyn. Detroit. |f 
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with reduced rates at the leading hotels. 


FLORIDA and CUBA. CALIFORNIA, 
COLORADO, ALASKA and YELLOW- 
STONE NATIONAL PARK, Etc., in 
April and May. SANDWICH ISLANDS 
in March. EUROPE. tions for its Columns. 

Railroad and Steamship Tickets to all points 


t@ Send for descriptive book, mentioning the par- 
ticular tour desired. 


RAYMOND & WHITCOMB, 


31 EAST FOURTEENTH STREET, NEW YORK. 
Lincoln Building, Union Square, 
296 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON, 
Opposite School Street. 
20 SOUTH TENTH STREET, PHILADELPHIA. 
Mutual Life Insurance Building. 





Each Month The Calendar awards Liberal Cash 
Prizes to its Readers for the most Suitable Contribu- 
If you have not Already Seen 
it, send Ten Cents for a Sample Copy to 


LIFE’S MONTHLY CALENDAR, 


19 WEST THIRTY-FIRST STREET, 
NEW YORK CITY. — 


-LIHE: 


VOL. XXIV. 
Now Ready, 


Bound in Maroon and Gold 
Green and Gold, and 
Full Black. 





Reambdd0orc} 


PRICE $5.00. 
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